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ISSUES 30-31/01/20 

This zine broaches many issues that are difficult. 
If I am approaching this like a social worker, I 
know there are some topics that you don’t bring 
up right away, or at all, unless they are ready and 
willing. The timing, the order, the relationship 
with the person is very important. To any genuine 
social exchange. 

If I approach this like a political campaigner, 
philosopher, activist or a journalist, I can just say 
whatever I think is right for everyone and they 
can take it or leave it, I can forget how they feel, 
until they shove a placard in my face or send up 
hurt messages. 

The approach I take is somewhere in between. I 
keep you all in my mind with some fear that the 
least thing that I say might hit a sore spot. I also 
try to, as much as I can, make this about my 
relationship to myself. The context will be 
elaborated in later zines; this is the conclusion of 
thousands of words and much pondering. 

There are things that are offensive to women, to 
men, trans people, ex-trans people, lesbian, gay 
or bi people, promiscuous people, Christian 
people, atheist people, computer addicts, 
alcoholics, psychiatric patients, musicians, 
artists, lawyers, politicians, broke people, rich 
people, motorists, cyclists, communists, beta 
males, alpha males, filthy sluts, no good wasters, 
punks, can the list get any longer? You know 
what you have to be to not be offended? Nobody. 
And what’s the worst thing to be? Everybody. 

I am familiar with the dark side. I have once felt 
that the problems of this world are so numerous, 
profound and overwhelming that if I could focus 
my seemingly diminishing energies on one cause, 
it should be euthanasia. To not perpetuate the 
darkness, I will not elaborate on that too much. 
My housemates and I called our band Hatred of 
Pain. It was too real. 

The other causes I could focus on, I thought, 
were the ones that everybody else focused on. 
These causes, these policies, didn’t feel exactly 
right to me but I thought they were ‘realistic’. 
Whatever it was - negative gearing, gay 
marriage, ethics classes, veganism, anything that 


seemed like a token of progress for those I knew 
were hurting. I looked on the internet at NGO’s, 
courses and activist groups other’s suggested but 
everything felt incomplete and fragmented, like 
my brain. I could not focus. I would be 
lacklustre, still a cog in an unknown system I 
only had a dim grasp of. 

Everything was kind of dull, or meaningless and 
just tolerable. Every interest had a criticism 
attached to it. Your shoes are made by children in 
sweatshops. Your eggs are laid by hens in cages. 
Christianity is offensive to your gay friends and 
the Christians don’t care about consumerism. 
Atheism is offensive to your Christian friends 
and family. Your clothes don’t fit right. Makeup 
is bad, sexist and consumerist. Makeup is good, 
because it helps trans women. The media is evil. 
It just grew, and grew. Self-care is just 
perpetuating neoliberal ideologies. You feel a 
twinge of mental anxiety as you throw plastic in 
the wrong bin. Veganism is a ploy to make the 
populous more placid. Punk rock was a 
commercial sham. So on, and so on. 

Attempts to be a good schoolgirl fell flat. To find 
a job was something that you ‘had’ to do. I was 
in theory, interested in anything, and capable of 
anything. There just seemed to be nothing. 
Attempts to be a good consumer, a good activist, 
a good artist, too. I just had facebook. And the 
internet was a bad place, too. “Go outside. You 
know you could get doxxed in the future and 
stuff used against you?” I was warned. I felt 
tentacle-like paranoia in my brain sometimes. 
“Where do I go?” Nobody seemed like me. I was 
too quiet and polite, or too rude without meaning 
to be. Everyone seemed to do or talk about things 
I had nothing to do with, or not want to branch 
out much. Lucky I wasn’t rich and hadn’t 
discovered alcohol or drugs yet. 

One God-given interest that took up lots of my 
mental space was sad boys. From around puberty, 
to around a few years ago??. It’s not that I 
especially wanted to have sex with them, which 
is the logical motive given a lack of other strong 
social interests. No. I mainly wanted to listen, 
and help (with much naivety) (ok, it wasn’t that 
simple tbh, but I digress). I clung to the vestiges 
of Christianity and superficially, the cultural 



refuse of masculinity. Memes, metal, black 
clothes. 

Logic over emotion (however the hell that 
works) which the men didn’t actually endorse 
themselves, but allowed me to communicate 
without endangering myself. I said something 
like, “Church is just using aesthetics to create 
some impression of spirituality, but it’s 
manipulation of material things.” “Of course it’s 
an aesthetic!” Said my Dad. Just an aesthetic, I 
thought. The twinkly symbol sounds and beating 
hearts would pull on the heartstrings to get me to 
get rid of my reservations and surrender to the 
Church. I numbed myself. I read about O.C.D. 
and figured it’s sort of like a mental illness when 
you felt an uncomfortable urge to do the 
Christian stuff. 

A psychologist at TAFE said, when I confided in 
him, picking agitatedly at a loose thread on a 
vinyl chair, that it would be hard for my identity. 

I felt I had to ‘come out’ as not being Christian. 
That’s another story. 

Around the same time I started dressing like a 
boy, because man clothes were easier to find at 
the op shop (more ethical) and required less 
thought. I’d cut my hair short too. I suppose my 
family was worried. There were a lot of gay 
marriage debates around the time. I felt 
awkward. 

Anyhow, that’s another story. I sought aesthetics 
and unity in other places. Music, especially. Ideas 
at uni, especially. I’d pester my tutors after class, 
and favourite posters on internet forums. 

Music and ideas went together. Then music, ideas 
and music communities. These people were 
connected a bit to activism too. They had the 
same criticisms of society and found creative 
outlets. I felt like I was moved in my spirit by it, 
that it connected me to my God-given purpose. 
Maybe the would form an emancipatory 
collective? Like Zizek’s idea of atheist 
Christianity. I saw a bit of Jesus in everyone 
(though, I conflated different kinds of self- 
sacrifice). They all had special talents and 
experiences to give. 


The realities of everyday life could descend into 
chaos, though. It was a continual battle. I still 
kept in contact with my Christian (or practically 
Christian) friends and family during this time, 
and they did not share most of the problems. 

Still, I battled on. I knew our stories mattered 
somehow (my folly and sin contributed - my 
self-imposed problems, guilt and search for 
authenticity in wrong places). They were all 
clues to a greater truth. 

Perhaps by explaining how I became this way, by 
writing these zines, I am feeding the big data 
manipulators who possess knowledge beyond my 
comprehension. I refuse to let it hold back the 
simple truth. But just know, there are forces in 
the world that are evil. I hope that people can 
protect me and we can protect each other. We 
should do it in the first place. But also, the things 
done in the name of protection can be more evil 
(ask a DV social worker). First, be free! Free by 
speaking the truth, not by endangering 
yourselves in foolish behaviours. “Be wise as 
snakes and innocent as doves,” said Christ (I 
might need some help in this regard ). 

Anyhow, I’m gonna take off where Mark Fisher 
left off talking about Kurt Cobain in Capitalist 
Realism (2012). The lyrics of Smells Like Teen 
Spirit have never been clearer. They were 
basically gibberish to me, though compelling, as 
a teenager. But I see now. The teenager pretends 
to be tough. She is bored and self-assured. No 
progress. This dissipation is going to progress to 
mass gun violence. Hello, how low. It’s like he’s 
singing it inside a glass case full of water, or in a 
cell screaming at a camera. The impasse (to use 
an academic term) or deadlock. Catch 22 of 
Cobain that Fisher spoke of is true, though Fisher 
was also part of it (and myself, to an extent). In 
the dark, chronically entertained, contagious. “A 
mulatto, an albino, ” the forces of globalisation 
mix up and whitewash. “My libido, a mosquito”. 
The penis is like a little blood-sucking pin-prick 
that sucks your life energy prematurely. His 
libido is small, out of guilt, perhaps. There is no 
future, it seems. It reminds of Michel 
Houellebecq’s book Atomised/The Elementary 
Particles, a quote, “He came without pleasure. ” 
How many knew that was possible? 



“I’m worse at what I do best, and for this gift, I 
feel blessed. Our little group has always been, 
and always will until the end. ” Privilege and 
insularity he knows is evil. He spreads the 
binding irony; he is a small, authentic family 
man but a massive rock star on a pedestal. Where 
is the hope, the plain truth? It would’ve ruined 
the whole arrangement. “And I forget just why I 
taste, oh yeah, I guess it makes me smile, ” why 
do you forget why you taste? Like, it helps you to 
enjoy food and stay alive? It’s like the gut 
impulse is removed. He has to manually think 
through why and how everything is connected. I 
dunno if ‘taste’ is like some word for heroin or 
what but who cares, gotta keep it simple. All in 
all, he felt “stupid and contagious ” but he 
couldn’t just, stop. “A denial, a denial, a 
denial... ” Sold your soul, Cobain. Realest fake 
there was. R.I.P. 

Don’t let yourself continue to be a joke, a 
spectacle. I just wanted to be a real person. Like 
on the movies. Those are fake characters, and too 
often we exchange what’s real for what’s fake, 
over many transactions, which I call sin. I dunno 
if I’d judge Cobain as any massive sinner (more 
than most of us), but something evil had a grip 
on him for sure. No more political theatre! 

The fans let him down for upholding the 
apparatus that gave him angst, and he let them 
down by not rising above it. They objectified 
each other; fans/consumers by deploying him as 
their representative out there and being invested 
in his suffering, and him for taking their money 
and delivering the goods offering no fulfilment. 
Where were they, for their dying King? Where 
was he, offering true righteousness and hope? So 
close, he was. He doesn’t seem much different to 
your or me, he just chose theatre over true love. 
He thought the power of exposure could change 
the world for good, perhaps. He even doubted 
that. I’m sure. How low, how low? 

If only there was somebody who didn’t care 
about the fame, the aesthetic, the money, him 
being an avatar for their identity and ambitions, 
didn’t want anything from him. Just cared about 
him. 

How about the dark testimony of Courtney 
Love? Doll Parts. “I fake it so real I am beyond 


fake”. “Someday you will ache like I ache. ” 
Yeah, I did. “I’m all I wanna be, a walking 
study in demonology. ” Celebrity Skin. Yeah, I 
made myself a walking study in mental illness 
too, as if someone out there would care. I let 
myself down, and I let everyone else down, 
especially the men. We all let each other down. 

Not gonna think too much about ‘dismantling the 
system’ here. Too much pseudo-rebellion and 
tiptoeing. It only has a grip on you if you lose 
your soul. If you have a purpose, almost any 
condition is bearable. “Better to eat a dry crust of 
bread with peace of mind than have a banquet in 
a house full of trouble.” (Proverbs 17:1) 

So, sort out your head, eat a piece of bread, if 
need be. I’m tired of talking about self-care, 
health, mental health, social work and all that 
stuff. Just start from the fact that you have 
nothing, OK. Nothing but love to find. Nothing 
of value to lose except the truth. “Put my 
kingdom first and these things will be added to 
you.” 

How do you sort out your head? (for a start?) 

Well, I’m going to do something that’s making 
the most of a bad situation. I’m going to take a 
thought, an impulse that could possibly have had 
bad motives ( Twitter and football players don’t 
have the best reputations regarding sensitivity), 
and put it in it’s place. I never EVER thought I 
would do this. 

But all your angst, all the things you tell me, 
nearly every emotional, social and economic 
problem boils down to some combination of the 
following list of things you probably are/do: 

Please don’t hate me (I’m saying what works for 
my sanity). All your problems, right now, getting 
in the way of your freedom, your clarity: 

It’s not about ethics, or intelligence, not about 
social skills training, it’s not burdensome to 
anybody’s inherent nature: 

Here: 

1 Corinthians 6:9-10 



“Know ye not that the unrighteous shall not 
inherit the Kingdom of God? Be not deceived: 
neither fornicators, nor idolaters, not adulterers, 
nor effeminate, not abusers of themselves with 
mankind, nor thieves, not covetous, not 
drunkards, nor revilers, nor extortioners, shall 
inherit the Kingdom of God.” 

(I chose the King James Version because it says, 
“abusers of themselves with mankind’ instead of 
homosexuals. That puts it in perspective much 
better.) 

Keep in mind that effeminacy is probably not 
what you think it is. My most effeminate-looking 
friend thought and acted most like a gentleman 
during my time of crises, while many others just 
partied on. He felt anger on my behalf, listened 
to me and nurtured me before giving his opinion, 
and visited me. So all you homophobes don’t 
have ground to stand on. And the people who just 
wish Christians were all about homophobia, too, 
so they don’t have to confront their own shit. 

Not all gay people are into sub-dom kind of 
arrangements or even have sex like you think, 
either. ‘Abusers of themselves’ is key, here. 

Other translations say ‘homosexual offenders’, 
implying rapists. 

That makes me pause to think about the gravity 
of that. All the men and boys we’ve been 
neglecting. 

It is a heavy indictment that we’ve glossed over 
these details to discriminate against OR to enable 
a really morally diverse crowd. 

Some will make great, sensitive leaders and 
artists in the Kingdom. Others are rapist- 
sodomites. Many haven’t come out of the closet 
yet. 

To be absolutely clear, being gay does not 
exclude you from the Kingdom of God. 


know the little secrets of the toxic sub-dom bride 
n groom and I’m just a prop. No offence to 
anyone in particular. Also, there will be no 
marriage in Heaven, just the Bride of Christ. 

Anyhow, moving on. The other source of our 
problems is not contemplating the following: 

1 Matthew 6:7-13 

“And when you pray, don’t be like those people 
who don’t know God [the God called, I Am Who 
I Am], They continue saying things that mean 
nothing. They think that God will hear them 
because of the many things they say. Don’t be 
like them. Your Father knows the things you need 
before you ask him. So when you pray, you 
should pray like this: 

Our father in heaven, 

we pray that your name always be kept holy. 

We pray that your Kingdom will come. 

We pray that what you want will be done, 
here in earth as it is in heaven. 

Give us the food we need for each day. 

Forgive us the sins we have done, 

just as we have forgiven those who did wrong to 

us. 

And do not cause us to be tested; 
but save us from the Evil One. 

[The Kingdom, the power, the glory of yours 
forever. Amen]” 

Figure it out for yourself. I’m nobody’s wife, 
mother. Just a witness. 

Don’t wanna keep giving myself RSI (Repetitive 
Strain injury) working in an office so much. RSI 
for the Kingdom, it’s my sacrifice (a minor one). 

I just want to die happy. 

p.s. there is much more writing to elaborate on 
these things. Coming soon... 


frivolous 


A switch to the more 


I LOVE YOU ALL XOXO 


I am terrible with weddings, to be honest, but I’d 
take going to a gay wedding over one where I 





Illustration 1: stop killing Jesus 



Illustration 2: Stop spamming logos, use your 
mouth-words 


lifeline 131114 

RBWH Mental Health 24 Hour Assistance 
1300 642 255 


Just in case... 


cwzine@protonmail.com 

archive. org/details/@ c wnz 


Social Worker at Centrelink 132 850 

Brisbane Relief Hub (Wesley Mission) 316 St 
Pauls Tee 07 3216 1579 

Adis 24/7 Alcohol and Drug Support (QLD) 
1800 177 833 

Alcoholics Anonymous Helpline 1300 222 222 
Request a Jehovah’s Witness (google it) 

Queer Life 1800 184 527 


etc..! 




